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XXXIV
Even as the beacon fires glare fast along,
When armies land upon a hostile shore;
So throughout Greece the passion of his song
Was hurried, and men's wonder grew the more*.
Round every wandering minstrel did they throng,
To bid him sing that story o'er and o'er;                 270
And caught again a sparkle of the fires
That blazed within the bosoms of their sires.
xxxv
And those of other lands were thrill'd with joy
And wonder at the magic songs he gave.
Within the lone and silent plain of Troy,
Where swift Scamander leaps through Helle's wave,
His lays were chanted by the shepherd boy,
Who drove his flock from many a hero's grave,
And tore the plants of harsh and rank perfume
That grew and blossom'd on Achilles' tomb.                280
xxxvi
And if a poet had no higher meed
Than this, it were enough; enough, to make
A name forgotten as a trampled weed,
Bloom into memory even for his sake;
To clothe the earth with his exalted creed;
To see the spirit of the nations shake,
At the bare word that leaves his kindled lips,
As the rude savage gazes at the ships!
XXXVII
What tells of Priam save the ancient strain ?
Speaks not Orestes from the Grecian stage ?             290
Ilion had blazed, and Dido bled in vain,
But that the story lives in Virgil's page :
Touched by a single note, they now remain
Above the wrecks of many a faded age,
Like columns- in a desert, bare and wide;
And this is fame ! now what is earthly pride ?
XXXVIII
0 happy days ! when there were none to mar
The gush of feeling in its sunny morn;
When no invidious lips waged rancorous war,
Or struck down genius with the blow of scorn-;        300
On every forehead now some graven scar,
Cut in by secret jealousy, is borne;
No heart can open but 'tis chiU'd or crosfc,
As buds are smitten by the nightly frost.